*4&i 


■fill 

4 ! i; mill't If I fflfci- : , «• 

ilWv! Hi# 

llllW 


i v *■! ■: 




f bm 

f \W 




If*!' 


m 

11' • % 3 :\ 


! 1 






1 


Jli ; 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Kmg. If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fhould it be fo, how otherwife, 
iWill you be rul’d by me ? 

L*er. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a p eiM ■ 
To thine own peace : if he be now returned^ 

As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Linder cue which he fhall not chufe but fall. 

And for his death nowind of blame fhall breathe. 

But even his mother fhall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devifeit fo 
That I might be the organ. 

King It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine j your fumme of parts 
Did not together pluckefuch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 1 
Yet needfull too, for youth no lefle becomes 
The light and careleffe livery that it weares. 

Than let led age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy „ 

I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againflthe French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew unto his feat, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe 
Ashe had bin incorp’ftanddemi-natur’d 
■With the brave bead ; fb farre he topt my thought. 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman was’t ? 
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prince of Denmarkei 

Tf one could match you ; the berimes 
Up ftvore had neither motion, guard, y 
SSd them : fir this repot, of his 

l X triplet fo envenome with his envie, 

?dttSingdoe,b U twi(h,ndb«« 

Voiit fuddencommingoieto play wit y 

Now out of this . r~A> 

laer. What out of this my rd ' ou? 

King. Laertes, was your father dearer y 
Orare you like the paintingof a forroW, 

A face without a heart? 

But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages of proof e. 

Time qualifies the iparke and fire of it , 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akinde ofwieke orfnuftethar will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, . 

W e fhould doe when we would : for this Would chan D es, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents, 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
, T o fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
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